THE SHEEP SHEARERS

to let rabbits multiply, both unpardonable crimes:
Yet people who pass one another on the journey
as often as not make no friendly sign whatever.
The companion who was driving me through some
of the sheep country to witness a great shearing
just once stopped to talk with an old acquaintance
who had worked with him for years some while
ago. The two were obviously glad to meet, but
neither could find anything whatever to say.
After a few barely articulate questions and
staccato responses, a hopeless silence fell between
them. My friend, after shifting from foot to foot
for a little, got back into the car, and the other,
towering above him on the whip-seat of a huge
wool-wagon, called to his horses; and the en-
counter was over. Lonely men do not converse
easily till some real subject is opened. The next
people we passed were two men with six light
horses, nearly thoroughbred. They were con-
jectured to be off west to arrange some fencing
contract. Later we met and passed a low, much-
loaded cart of curious pattern. The outfit pro-
claimed the business. The driver was the cook
or his boy, and they were off ahead, according
to the unvarying custom, to prepare a camp and
a dinner for the stock-men. These, as prophesied,
we met later driving some fifteen thousand sheep
before them. We had now struck a stock route,
well trodden, and for many hundred yards on
either side the grass was eaten to the bone by
successive heads. Presently we passed a second
wool-wagon, carrying twelve tons of bales and
drawn by twenty-four heavy horses, most of them
Clydesdales of good type. We were close to the
homestead and the shearing shed.
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